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He had a few moments while they changed the team. He
stood beside the coach, straining his eyes in the grey twilight
towards the face that looked down at him from the window.
King Louis was there too: King Louis was still expressing
clumsy thanks to him for his care and loyalty, suggesting that
he should ride to Spa and tell Gustav that they had escaped
from Paris. Fersen had neither eyes nor ears for King Louis.

His hand felt towards the Queen's. He clasped it and felt
something hard and round in her fingers: it was a ring, a parting
gift. He put up a finger, guided the ring into place, and felt
it slip over his knuckle. It should stay there, unmoved, till
the moment of his death. He clasped her hand, warm and
supple now, and stood silently in love. He heard King Louis
clear a slightly embarrassed throat: he heard the trace-buckles
of the coach snapping into place, as the fresh horses were
harnessed in. He did not know why he still clung so desperately
to her hand. He would see her again in two days or at most
three, in the safety and bustle of De Bouille's camp. If war
were coming he had at least rescued her from the enemy's
lines, sent her among friends and loyal soldiers. There was
nothing to fear now, nothing to justify the thumping of his
heart. He let go her hand and gave the signal to Moustier.
The coach's wheels began to turn, the lamps flickered as it
jolted forward. Fersen stepped back and raised his hat in
mock salutation. "Good-bye, Madame Korff," he cried.